
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Emanuel Carnevali 

Then it's wrong, very wrong, 

To puff my dream in the radiant face of Truth ? 

Is it blasphemous, cowardly ? 

Is it to insult the Sun? 

WHEN IT HAS PASSED 

Love — I thought it was a long ride in a boat 

Over a quiet lake: around 

The weeping willows let fall their hair 

Into the water; 

And amid those hairs, the rays 

Which the sun had forgotten to take with him going away 

Were of indigo-rose-purple-blue. 

But now that it has passed I know it was a stream 

That swept by roaring, destroying all, all. 

In my soul, all that is left is a shrub 

That sways and waves at the wind like the hair of a witch, 

That whistles and curses the wind like the ghastly arm of a 

witch : 
The remembrance. 

TO THE POETS 

Essences of the peoples' beautiful selves, 

Violins whose strings quiver 

With long, soft, delicate harmonies — 

Even when touched by the world's rough fingers, 

Even when touched by Grief's cold fingers — 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Vent 

Think of the day when you, sleeping in your graves, 
Shall be awakened by the thunder of your own voices 
And by the strong, cool winds of your own music: 
For in the fertile soil of the years 
Your voices will blossom and become thunder, 
Your music will become winds that purify and create. 

SENTIMENTAL DIRGE 

Sweetheart, what's the use of you — 

When the night is blue, 

And I'm sad with the whisper of the skies, 

And I'm heavy and I'm weary 

With my many lies? 

There is no music around me — 

Not a sound 

But the whisper of the skies: 

I am bound 

To my sadness with so slender, so thin ties — 

Oh, so thin, still you can't break them. 

Sweetheart, what's the use of you ? 

And within me, what then pains, 

When it rains? 

Ah, the drops fall on the wound 

And it pains. 

For my soul's a naked wound, 

The rain-drops are salty tears. 

Are they tears of some great giant 

Who still fears, 
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